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CARABANCHEL, Thursday, December, 1856.
I TOOK advantage of this beautiful weather
to sprain my wrist, and if I am able to write
to you the reason is that I was instructed in
the American method wherein one does not
move the fingers.    The sprain came through
my horse's fault.    He threw me over his
head while I was lighting a cigar.    I do not
sleep better than in Paris, although I go to
bed at eleven.   There is a Countess Apraxine
here who smokes, wears round hats, and has
a goat in her drawing-room.    But the most
amusing person here is Lady Shelley, who
wrote   yesterday   to   the   French   consul:
"Lady Shelley announces  to  the French
consul that she will give an English dinner,
after which she will be charmed to see him
to-day at five minutes after nine o'clock."
She wrote to Madame Vigier, " Lady Shel-
ley would be charmed to see Madame Vigier
If she would kindly bring her music with
her."    Madame Vigier replied,  " Madame
Vigier would be charmed to see Lady Shel-al Library claims them
